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up all Russia. In the autumn you abandoned the front.
You let the Bolsheviks enter the cossack lands. You wanted
to live at peace with them, but you couldn't! And so you
rose, to save your property, your lives. Putting it bluntly,
you were afraid of your own and your cattle's hides. I recall
the past not in order to reproach you with your sins. ... I
do not say this to you to offend you. But it never does any
harm to establish the truth. We have pardoned your
betrayal. As brothers, we have come to you at your most
difficult moment, we have come to your help. But your
shameful past must be redeemed in the future. You
understand, gentlemen ? You must redeem it with your
exploits and with irreproachable service to our gentle river
Don, you understand ? "
" Well, here's to the redemption f" an elderly cossack
officer sitting opposite Gregor said to nobody in particular,
smiling almost imperceptibly. Not waiting for the others,
he was the first to drink. He had a manly face a little
scarred with smallpox, and humorous deep brown eyes.
During Sekretov's speech his lips more than once twisted
into an indefinite, lurking smile, and then his eyes darkened
and seemed jet black. As he watched this officer, Gregor
noticed that he was on familiar terms with Sekretov and
behaved very offhandedly towards him, while he was
markedly restrained and cold in his relations with the other
officers. He alone was wearing khaki epaulettes sewn to a
khaki tunic, and Kornilov chevrons on his sleeves. " A
man with ideals! " Gregor thought. " Probably a
volunteer! " The cossack officer drank like a horse. He
"did not eat anything, yet he did not get drunk, only let out
his broad British belt from time to time.
" Who is that sitting opposite me . . . the pockmarked
fellow ? " Gregor whispered to Bogatiriev, who was sitting
next to him.
" The devil knows ! " Bogatiriev, who was well on the
way to getting drunk, evaded the question.
Kudynov did not spare the vodka for his guests. Spirit
appeared on the table, and Sekretov, who had difficulty in
finishing his speech, threw open his Idmkj coat and dropped
heavily into his armchair. A young company commander
with an obviously Mongolian type of face leaned across to
him and whispered something.